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SLOPER’S PATENT HAIR WASH. 


“ What with the cost of Poor Papa’s Seaside Tour, and the £150 Insurance paid last week, he’s as near a meeting of Creditors as he can comfortably be. 
Happily, his health has not yet broken down, and, pending the publication of his book, ‘In Darkest Fleet Street, he is pushing the sale of his patent Hydro- 
4ylycerineorum, a simple hair restorer, made from the juice of the juniper berry (Juniperimus Berrynorius, see Advts.). Reports differ as to his reception in the 
New Cut the other night. Papa says he was received with enthusiasm ; Billy, on the other hand, asks if fried fish and enthusiasm mean the same thing.”’—Toorsie. 


THE : BONNIE BOY.” 


—S— 


“GILDER Roy wasa bonnie boy, Had roses tull his shoone; 
His stockings were of silken soy, Wi garters hanging doune, 
It was, 1 weene, a comelier sight To see sae trim a boy; 
He was my jo and heart's delight, My handsome Gilder 
Roy. Oh! sike twa charming e’en he had, A breath as 
sweet as rose; He never ware a Highland plaid, But costly 
silken cloathes. He gained the luve of ladies gay, Nane 
e’er tull him was coy; Ah, wae is mee! I mourn the day 
For my dear Gilder Roy. Wae worth the loun that made 
the laws To hang a mon for gear ; To reave of life for ox or 
ass, For sheep or horse or mare! Had not their laws been 
made sae strick, I neir had lost my joy; Wi sorrows neir 
had wet my cheek For my dear Gilder Roy.” 

This poem, we are told, was composed, not long after his 
death, by “a young woman who, unfortunately, was attached 
to him,” for Gilder Roy was probably one of the most atro- 
cious ruffians that ever lived even in the age of ruftianisin 
in which he flourished. He began his career of crime, after 
he had squandered away the fortune his father had left him, 
by robbing and murdering his mother, in whose house he 
had been afforded shelter for the night, and, having securely 
gagged and bound his sisterand the maid-servant, he carried 


1. “We must. be very quiet,” murmured Eliza, the 2. Suddenly a erash is heard, and the door of the 3, It was the master of the house who had been ribet bao 4 valuable, set fire to the premises, and burnt 
cook, to her rabbit-pie loving Robert, “because the pantry flies open and discloses to view a man in the spying upon them, but Robert knew it not. “Clear or BE ROR: . . 
luaster hates what he calls followers, and I believe he — midst of a pile of swucepans, ete, “'Tis he!" shricked case of burglary!" quoth he. “Come on, yer scoun- ‘This almost unparalleled piece of barbarity filled the 
Suspects something.” Eliza, as she vanished from the kitchen. drel! If you're not hung, you're safe for seven years.” whole country round with horror. The author of it was 
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suspected, and a considerable reward offered for his apprehension.” 
As, however, he now had money at his command, he fled to France, 
and, having squandered all, lived by thieving there; and in Spain, 
at which latter place he stole a large quantity of costly plate 
belonging to the Duke of Medina Celi, inan audacious manner, for, 
dressing himself Jike the steward of the house, he, during a rand 
entertainment, boldly entered, followed bd some porters, and with 
an air of authority bade them remove a chest containing the gold 
and silver dishes, and marched out unmolested. 

On another occasion it is recorded how, in the Church of 
St. Denis, in Paris, in the presence of the King, he was deliberately 
picking'the pocket of Cardinal Richelieu, who was celebrating mass, 
when, catching His Majesty's eye fixed on him, he winked his own 
to enjoin secrecy, and the King, imagining it was a joke, chuckled 
to himself, and allowed it to go on, to find later that he had con- 
nived at a felony. 

After awhile, Roy returned to Scotland, and got together a for- 
midable band of robbers, his deeds soon making his name as terrible 
in Scotland as Robin Hood's had previously been in Sherwood Forest 
and its neighbourhood, All the common people paid him quarterly 
fixed sums of money to protect their cattle, but, being at last so 
successful in his villanies, he “grew so intolerably wicked, that it 
was his delight not only to rob, but to murder, and to recklessly 
set fire to houses and barns,” He is said, among other persons, to 
have robbed Oliver Cromwell, and to have bound the Protector's 
legs under the belly of au ass, and sent them off together to seek 
their fortunes, 

Three of his band were taken and hanged in chains at Glasgow, 
but shortly afterwards Roy met the judge who has passed sentence 
on them, and he and his crew drowned the footmen, killed the 
horses, smashed the carriage to bits, and wound up by hanging the 
judge himself upon the vacant beam of the four-sided gallows, of 
which the three robbers occupied the others. Then, lest the Govern- 
ment should be in ignorance as to the hangman's name, Gilder 
Roy wrote them an insolent letter, informing them of the facts, a 
proceeding, however, which had the effect of the issue of a reward 
of one thousand marks for his body dead or alive, 

A woman tried for the money—not the poetess above quoted 
but one Margaret Cunningham, who also was unfortunately attached 
to him, but who betrayed him while hiding at her house, At once 
suspecting her, he stabbed her to death at the first alarm, and then 
facing the soldiers, fought with such strength and fury that eight 
lay dead at his feet before he was overcome. 

Taken ake sf he was “ put intoa dismal dungeon in Edinburgh 
Castle, where he had heavy shackles put on his legs, strong chains 
about his middle, and his hands fastened behind him, and in that 
state he was kept three days and nights without any allowance of 
victuals or drink.” Then, without trial, he was conveyed by 1 
strong guard to the Market Cross in Edinburgh, and was there 
hanged on a gibbet, thirty feet high, in April, 1658, aged thirty-four 

ears. He was afterwards hung in chains on another gibbet ten 
eet higher. 
* * * . » * 

“ How's that for high?" murmured Alexandry. 

(Newt week “An Artful Dodger.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
=~ 
bh So wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not intone loose stamps, 


SHorT 'UN.—A very good parody, but at present we have no 
room for it——H. GRINsTtED.— Your clever sketch may be worthy 
a place inthe Royal Academy, but not in the “HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
——CORPORAL J. KING.—No, it is of no use returning to us the 
£1,000 Coupons. The law has crushed the Competition with its 
strong arm, and we are compelled quictly, thoug unwillingly, to 
sudmit——G. BREEZE.— You mast certainly take the Huntley and 
Palmer for cool cheek, A Watch for a Finn ! Not a bad bargain 
—on your part.—J, C. HEwitt.—Thanks for coloured copy of 
“ HaLr-HouiDay.” It isexcellently done,and reflects great credit 
upon the painter Williams. Your vagary is very good, but we 
reccive hundreds of a similar sort daily. Verse is a drug on the 
market.——J. W. (Cork).— Words of wisdom floweth from thy pen. 
Oh, J. W.! ALLY hath wept and smiled over the ay | pone! con- 
tained in your long letter, What more can he do? As regards the 
“Award of Merit,” when you have made your name famous through- 
out the United Kingdom, you shall receiveit——A CONSTANT 
SUBSCRIBER.— The advertiser is evidently not able to distinguish 
between the sexes, or perhaps he was suffering from whisky and 
water on the brain—J. DopKkins.—No offence, we hope. The 
name of Dodkins is extremely uncommon, but then, so are our idcas, 

—— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-/ree : 
3 Monthe, 18. 8d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d. 12 Monthe. 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagente 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


SLOPER'S NURSERY RHYMES. 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT." will be given Jor the 
Best Nursery Rhyme, having for its first line the words, 


AN AUSTRALIAN BOXER NAMED SLAVIN. 


Please write on Post-Cards only, and address— 
INSPECTOR CHIZZLE-EM, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C 
*,.* The List will close TUESDAY, OCTOBER HTH, 1890, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
age 

“T Say, look at McGooseley, on the to: 

claimed Jones. “He is so bally drunk, 

directly.” “Not he,” said Smith. 

on it, isn't he?” oe 

s 


of that omnibus!" ex- 
e'll tumble off his seat 
“How can he? He's screwed 


“OH, yaas! my brethren,” exclaimed the Rev. Ananias Tub- 
thumper, waving a bunchy umbrella in one hand and making 
fy pnotic passes at the audience with the waggling fingers of the 
other hand, “my mission is to put down alcohol!" An Johnnie 
in the front row expressed a decided opinion that, judging by the 
autumnal tint on the Rev.'s “ boko,” he had put down enough of it 
to float a ship already ! “+ 

* 


“WELL,” said a tradesman to his new errand boy, “did you find 
the gentleman out?" “ Yes, sir,” replied the boy, “And what did 
he say?” inquired the tradesman. “ Nothin’, sir,” returned the 
lad. “But I told you to wait for an answer.” “But 1 found him 
out sir. He weren't in, s0 how could——?” 

(Remainder lost in profanity. 


ALLY 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 337.—The “ Fruity” Costume, 


RUDE OF HIM. 
"Pon my word, it’s very confusin’ 
the way that that oe medical 
student, at Ne. 11, stare at my 


~ Jack. T'm my uncle's sole heir, don't- 
cherknow ? 

Gus. By Jove! Why don’t the old 
boy wear a wig? 


Mistress, How untidy you are in your dusting, Mary. You've left a cobweb in 
the corner. 


Mary (who has only been a fortnight). Oh, no, ma'am ; ‘pon my word, 
I did not leave there. It must Af hatigs aglalblon frat aang me 


patra Bay. on trumpet? No, dear; 
you'll make such a noise if I do. 

THE VERY LATEST. Tommy. I shall make a worse noise if you 
A sweet thing in hats. don’t. 


Bere 


(Saturday, October 11, 1890, 


It was during the yachting season, and Lord Tom N. . 
eails hig own yacht, you know, and doesn't forget to Faia de : 
friends of the fact, invited the Honourable Billy to go for a x i 
Billy knew that it meant a good Junch with unlimited cham. 
he accepted. By-and-by it came on to blow a bit, and as Billy w.. 
standing up by the taffrail, wondering how much longer he wonl,, 
be able to retain his breakfast, Noddy sang out, “Hi, Billy, let o., 
those topsail halliards!” “ What d'you say?” replied Billy. =|‘, 
go those topsail halliards,” repeated his lordship. “What iia: 
mean?” cried Billy. “1 ain't a-touching them.” And then, a:,| 
then—but we will draw a veil over the scene thatensued, °— iid 


* 
Sap I, “ Why don't you raise yourself 
And win a big renown?” 
Said he, “1 want a stimulant, 
Then I could win a crown.” 


Said I, “ Will not ambition do 
And thoughts of home and kin?” 
Said he, “Not much. I'd rather have 
A good old booze of gin,” 


* 

SHE did not love me, that I well knew for certain; if she had 
she would have called mea beast. As it was, she only remark i 
to her dear aunt-in-law's bosom friend, “I sha'n’t quarre! with ait 
but I don’t think | shall return that there bracelet this side ut, 
blue moon with tomato sauce.” Sweet, simple girlhood! how | \ ish 
1 were of thy sex. I'd gooutand buy a new line of beauty improy, : 
and stick the carving fork into my youngest—Elizabeth Ati— 
sister the next second, ** 


Schoolmaster, Scripture History, stand up. Tomkyns, who w.. 
the first man? : 
Tomkyns, Adam, sir. 
Schoolmaster. Right. Dummer, who was the first woman? 
Dummer (scratching his head). Er—er—Madam, sir. 
* 


“Do youever get chaps on your hands, dear?” Julia asked Jane 
and Jane answered Julia, “ Often, dear, I’ve got three sere etal) 
don't know which to throw over." 

s 


“NOTHING pleases me better than a ruin,” exclaimed the autho 
of the Bladder pelnes, taking his walks abroad around Pevensie. 
“And ma says the blue ones please you best,” chimed in the hoy, 
of the house, *\* 


Overheard in“ Favourite" ’ Bus, 

Fair Passenger. | was so sorry to hear that your daughter was 
laid up with the fever, Mr. Buggles, Of course you keep he: 
oon ( ly of th 

lale Passenger (a rently of the greengrocery persuasion) 
No, indeed, poe il wis tha contrary! Ihe doce ke won't ‘low 
her no ice at all, and we has to keep er as warm as anythink, 
s 

“Ou! yes, I know one must pay for experience,” said oli 
Citiboy, who rents a moor somewhere up North. “1 commences! 
my shooting late in life,as you know, and bought my expericner 
at the expense of seventeen dogs, four gamekeepers, and two inti- 
mate friends, Oh! it's an expensive luxury, | can tell you.” 


THE autumn winds sigh low, my love, 
The autumn wind sighs low, 

And I gaze on your window up above,— 
1 do, | do, just so, 


And the policeman on his beat, my love, 
Has stayed awhile to think 
He's wi his mouth with his Berlin glove— 
I think he wants a drink. 
a Shakespeare and col: sausage. 


* 

THERE is something dainty sweet about Tootsie. She is a sweet, 
dear, shy, but yet earnest ‘girl. She never does anything unle-- 
there is real, genuine occasion for it. She never screams when she 
mounts the tram car, unless she knows for certain there are no holes 
in those blue silks. +" 


Mr, Sharpshins, What's that? Young Harry smoking a cigar- 
ette! Never let me see you do that apue my boy, 

Young Harry. All right, dad. I'll take care you don't. I'll 
wait until you've gone to town another time, 


= 
“Why are you putting on such an elaborate pair of stockings, 
dear?” inquired a friend, as Laura Flushington was dressing prr- 
vious to going out. “Well, dear, you see, Charlie's promised to 
take me to Olympia, to teach me to skate, and I suppose I’m bound 
to fall about a little; so, don’t you think, dear, I'm 2 You 
understand.” And an almost imperceptible quiver of her com: 
panion’s near side optic convinced Laura that she had “tumbled. 
; ed 


* 
“T CANNOT live without you,” exclaimed Pebblebeach to the rich 
and lovely object of his affection. And the beauteous damsel te- 
sponded, “ Poor beggar! 1 knew you were hard up, but | didn't 


think you were so dead stoney as all that.” 
e¢ 


x 
Mr. O'Pathrich, M.P. (who is under remand). Yes, fellow 
counthrimen, here di stand, likea man who has been knocked dawn 
by_a blow from behoind, and only too well do Oi know my 
unknown assailant ; and, bedad, if iver Oi meet him, face to face, 
Oi'll give him a blow in the back, too, 
s 
DIMPLEs, no doubt, are a beauty. ALLY says that he has cot 
one on his chin. And Uncle of the “Blue Pig” kindly and gently 
remarked that he thought it would bea very geod dossing-shop 
for a spider to go for the flies that mistook that nose of his fora 
quarter of a pound of the best rump steak, 


AN old lady to her nephew once observed, 
“ For better conduct, I must really stickle ; 

Just try and be a little more reserved, , si 
Upon my word, you're growing quite a pickle! 

“T wish, dear aunt, at me you would not glowcr ; 
I do declare your visage fairly tickles. 

Why don't you try to be yourself less sour? 
Remember it is vinegar makes pickles.” 


“TI say, mother, when there's two babies it’s twins ; but what 
it when there's four?” asked a little girl. “Why, quadruped=. '! 
course !” replied her little brother, before mother could an=wer. 

= 


* n 
“Tsay, Blodgers,” observed the wife of his bosom, “look yer 

That there swell as you've brought in to dinner three or four tine i 
come this arternoon, when we was out, and left this yer ia 
with P. P. C. in the corner. What do it mean?” “Oh! a 
Humph! Eh! Why, er,” ejaculated Blodgers, examining a i 
every point of view, “why, it means Pay a Passing Call, den 
yer see? Them swells ‘as funny ways, don’t they t 


ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


* ot COL 
The nert picture to be given to the readers of “ALLY Starr's TAT i a 
DAY," is an oil painting by J. YATES CARRINGTON, measurcis OO ime *° 
a massive gold frame, and entitled, 


“TRBUFEL THE TERRIER.” 


Make ONF. APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an Enrelope with this ae ne 
ment inelosed, toyether with pour Name and A tdress, anu time berore Deer 
Address--“ ALLY SLOPER'S ART UNION,” lon. LL 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shee Tane, London. © 


©,° This Picture is on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m. and gpm 


Saturday, October 11, 1890.) 
TOOTSIE AT “RAVENSWOOD.” 


= 

‘ne brilliant representative audience the first night at the 

Lyceum, was short by one—a most important one—your Tootsie 
had not yet returned to 
town, 

A first night isn't bad 
fun, Some of the notabili- 
ties in the stalls between 
the acts stand up and turn 
round in their places, so 
that the other notabilities 
may noticethem. Between 
the ects, literary gentle- 
men stamp on your feet go- 
ing in and out, and give 
you many kicks. Inthe re- 
freshment room they ask 
one another what they 
think of the play, and 
divide sodas, Now and 
then there is a little ama- 
_ teur boxing, but nobody 
ets much hurt. It is ob- 
servable that the majority 
of dramatic critics run 
youthful; but they are 

Id and resolute, and 
each one, when he does his 
little bit, gives you to un- 
derstand that play and 
actors live or fall as he 
wills it. They don't, you 
know ; but I don’t think 
he ever notices this fact. 
He's a very wonderful 
young man indeed, is the modern young man critic ! 
~ uta first is not the best night as far as the play itself is con- 
corned, Even as regards the notabilities, they're not much if you 
don’t know them, They are, for the most part, very ordinary look- 
ing persons, and, without a label, absolutely go for nothing. What 
is wanted, isa big bold numeral on the back, and a catalogue with 
notes, like that to the Chamber of Horrors at Madame Tussaud’s. 
The proceeds of a sale of catalogues, such as I have suggested, 
would come in handy for the Dramatic Benevolent Institution, 
which can always do with a trifle more ready cash, 

You ought to be delighted with Ravenswood. 1 myself never 
read Scott's novels. When I say so to elderly persons, they jump 
and use exclamations, but very few young women, I suppose, have 
read any either, But I've gota little threepenny that gives you 
the plot. The good young Telegraph critic says — 

“Tf we will not read the grand old Sir Walter, we can see him 
now and know him and understand him, not in a cheap and gaudy 
iashion, not ina mere theatrical sense, leaving the eye satisfied and 
the mind untuuched, but, thanks to Mr. Henry Irviug, we have all 
of us an opportunity, 
if we will only use it, 
of getting at the very 
heart and marrow.” 

But forall that, we 
don't quite get the 
story as originally 
told. Luey dues not 
stab Bucklaw in the 
Hridat Chamber and 
smadly jabber ina core 
ter, Bother Scott's 
plots! its ever so 
much better as it is. 
lf Ellen Terry had 
killed Bucklaw, what 
was Henry to do with 
himself, and how was 
he to get his chance? 
Irving is awfully 
good, He is a pictu- 
resque figure from the 
mnoment he first ap- 
pears to his final exit. 
His love making is 
uot his strong point, 
but his duel is good, 
his acting in the 
churchyard — natural 
and impressive, and 
in the scene, where, 
returning sick and 
weary with the hard- 
ships he has endured to claim his bride, [ can imagine no finer 
piece of stage work. In the same scene, Ellen Terry, who before 
not much to do, here showed herself to be what she is—the 
mest delightful of all living actresses. 

For the rest of the cast, Terriss is excellent throughout, and his 
‘er, a fine study, Mackintosh as old Caleb is strikingly 
ve, and Wenman is very quaint and original as Craigengelt. 
xl, too, are Miss Marriott and Mrs. Pauncefort, upon whom, 
W tines, the whole weight rests, and who might so easily queer 
wll Again, Gordun Craig is very easy and graceful, aud emphatic 
ASO On OCCRSION, 

You will be delighted with Ravenswood, The stage management 
is perfect, and the stage pictures, human or on Hawes Craven's 
canvas, are of the best, and altogether it is a brave show. And 
uow fur the Lyceum version of Great Scott. Act I., The last Earl of 
Ravenswood has died,as the Dook 
Snook has lived, stone broke, 
but desires the benefit of a Roman 
Catholic funeral. The law, how- 
ever, prescribes the Presbyterian 
performance, and Sir William 
Ashton, who has sold up the earl 
aforesaid and taken possession 
of his goods, will have the law 
enforced. Chief mourner Edgar 
in a fury, draws his sword on the 
Broker; but Lucy, his daughter, 
rushes between them, and Edgar, 
observing that he will bide his 
time, tips the wink to the res a 
ter to lower the act drop, : Act II., 
The Ravenswood library with a 
few books missing (probably third 
volumes). Enter E 


Edgar: HENRY IRVING. 


Lucy Ashton: ELLEN TERRY. 


tdgar to kill 
the Broker. Squeaks without, A 
mad bull. Kills bull inatead of 
1..H. Exit C. Still biding his time. 
Act IIL, The Mermaiden’s Well. 
Retrothal of Edgar and Lucy. 
Interference of Lucy's Ma, Sepa- 
ration of lovers. More biding. 
Act IV., Scene 1, The wedding 
day of Lucy and another party, 
she thinking her Edgar faithless. 
Arrival of Edgar more faithful 
than ever, only he has bided a 
bit over time. Contract sealed. 
Despair. Madness. Death of 
Lucy. Scene 2, Front cloth while 
: the quicksands are being mixed, 
Scene 3, The same, only different, Skewering of other party, and 
light of Edgar. Scene 4, Some quicksands, one Caleb and one 
hat. Music and loud applause. Go and sec it. 


i WAY 
Bucklaw; W. TERRISS. 
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TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


Cut vut and fill in the Label printed below, and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


" Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” October 11th, 1890. 


Se 


Age Occupation, Uf Qing eeeccecsecccsceecsnee 
How many times applied a. cccccsemmeeneercesesieceiecsnsen 


of Sie deter evar sou ace ad 


How long a Purchaser 
the “ Half-Holiday” 


The List for this week will close on Tuesday evenin 
October lth, 


next 
The List for October 4th will be Published in the 
“ Hate-HoLipay” for October 18th, 


218th WEEK. 


LIST FOR SEPTEMBER 27th. 
The following Twenty Applicants have been given 


“SsSLOPER” WATCHES: 


1, WILLIAM GIRLING, Police Constable, 5 Beethoven Street, Kilburn Lane, 
Age, 30 years. Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 

2. MARGARET GOUGH, Shopwoman, 37 Parliament Street, Westminster. 
Age, 20 years. Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 

3. JOVIAL JOE COLVERD, Comedian, 57 Larcom Street, Walworth Road. 
Age, 40 years, Subscriber—from the start. LONDON. 

4. IDA WILSON, “Smith's Hotel.” Age, 20 years. Subscriber—54 years. 

ABERYSWITH. 

6. WESLEY TURNER, Fettler, Chapel Street. Age, 19 years, a5 
rs. ER. 

6. CHARLES EDMUNDS, Cleaner, L.S.W.Ry., 3 Saville Terrace. Age, 20 years, 
8u iber—since No. 1. BOURNEMOUTH. 

7. CHARLIE WILLIAMS, Gardener, St. Audries. Age, 28 years, Subscriber— 
5 years, 10 months. BRIDGWATER. 

8. PERCY A. GEDDES, General Clerk, 47 Derby Road. Age, 17 rs. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 13 weeks. BURTON-ON-TRENT. 

9. WILLIAM CLARKE, Telegraphist, 121 Denton Street. Age, 33 years. Sub- 
scriber—over 6 years. CARLISLE. 
. DORA SAMPSON, 8 Royal Promenade, Queen's Road. Age, As years, 8ul 


scriber—5 years, 9 months. FTON. 
11. HENRY MORRIS STEER, Brewer, “The Rummer,” High Street. Age, 28 

years. Subscriber—6 years. GOSPORT. 
12. WALTER E. PENNEY, Clerk, Greenhithe Station. Aes, tere Subseri- 

ber —since No. 6. GREENHITHE. 
13. DORA WHITEMAN, Schoolgirl, Great Tangley Manor. Age, 12 years. Sub- 

scriber—since Doc., 1885. GUILDFORD. 
14. A. B. WEBSTER, Telegraphist, Gadlys. Age, 31 years, Subscriber—6 


LLANFAIRFECHAN. 
15. JOHN THOMAS, Fitter, 11 Nixon's Ville. Age, 41 years. Subscriber—since 
July, 1884. MERTHYR VALE. 
16. sDION MUIR, Watchman, 138 Victor Street. Age, 54 years. Subscriber— 
5 years, 24 weeks. MONKWEARMOUTH. 
17. Mrs. E. MANDERVILLE, 156 Linskill Street. Age, 41 years. Subscriber— 
5 10 weeks. NORTH SHIELDS, 
18, JOHN PROCTOR, Shoemaker, County Asylum. Age, 33 years. Subscriber 
19. THOMAS. ‘ROBINSON Fishmon 240 Chapel Street. A Lay pl i 
seriber—since November, 184°” oe G ALFORD. 
20, THOMAS SUMMERS, Newsboy, 47 Shing Street. Age, 15 years. Subscriber 
over 5 years, WELLINGTON. 
AMOROUS TRADESMEN. 
No. 10.—THE PASSIONATE IRONMONGER TO His LOVE, 
OH, for a thousand tongs to tell 
How grate and true a love is mine! 
Can I persuade thee, dearest Bell, 
To take my love and give me thine? 
For if thou wilt not give it—well, 
To steel it will be my design, 
I daily grow more wan and pail ; 
My locks di-shovelled are a long ; 
I range alone o'er hill and dale, 
Singing some sweet but sad love-song, 
Where minor keys do most prevail, 
Till folks say in the head I’m wrong. 
All this is love, tray chére, for thee ; 
Oh, say that thou wilt be ny wife, 
And let me thy de-fender be : 
To guard thee through this world’s fierce strife! 
No chain-ge in me you'll ever see ; 
No sorrow e’er shall mar our life. 


So hee! You laugh my love to scorn ; 
A siere-il answer you despise ; 

My heart with anguish sore is torn; 
The scales art fallen from my eyes, 

I wish that I had ne'er been born: 
I’ve lost the only thing I prize. 


—_——_>—___— 


CAUGHT BY A HAIR. 


It was cruel of Mrs, Spillikin to have such a long memory. It 
was her birthday the other day, and S. had come to her with a 
bouquet large enough to fill an average sized dustbin, And he 
said to her, “For fifteen years, Maria Jane, have I been your true 
and faithful husband,” and he presented her with that bouquet 
which would not have been worn out in sweeping Westminster 
Hall clean. “Faithful!” she said, a smile of irony crossing 
her face like a locomotive over London Bridge, so swift and 
stern it was. “Faithful!” she said, and then she produced the 
ordinary penny antibilious box of commerce, and it was crammed 
tight with golden hairs. And then she said to him, “Scorpion! 
these have I gathered off your dress coat shoulder during the 
last six years. As for the blacks and browns, there would 
enough to stuff the parlour sofa with.” Wives know too much. 


: VWouR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SUOPER'S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
vices of a Graphologist of yreat skill and talent have been enyaged, Readers 
denring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length, 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stam addressed envelope 
(with the writer's own address), All letters must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.O. 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses viven on Envelopes, No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above requiations, 


Owing to the enormous number of letters received, answers cannot be guaranteed 
within a month, but will be Sorwarded as early as possible, 
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TAILS YOU LOSE! 


—_——— 
Wuat has turned the milk of human kindness which a few 
short weeks ago meandered gently through my veins into a furious 
overw helm- 
ing torrent 
of bitter con- 
centrated 
hate? Why, 
with a jaun- 
diced mien, 
do I glare at 
my fellow 
men and, 
tiger-like, 
hunger = 
my prey 
WwW set 4 


Boodle's 
blood? I 
will tell you. 
The first 
time I saw 
her—ah me! 

She stood 
on the wet 
stretch of 
shimmering 
sands, her 
tall, slender 
figure per- 
fectly out- 
lined against 
the yellow 
sky; whilst 
the last expiring ray of light from a radiant sunset lingered lovingly 
on the tousled glory of her flowing, luminous red hair. 

And I—fool that I was !—thought she was in flames, and in the 
excitement of the moment filled my hat at a pool of sea-water and 
threw it over her, vainly endeavouring to quench the lurid crimson 
of those Titian-tinted locks ! 

And she? Well, she drippingly forgave me, laughed at my 
stammered si, ry said it was the most perfect compliment ever 
re her, and——but why more? Sufficient to say, I loved. Yes, 

loved | It was not a luxury I could really afford—I, Horatio 
Blinker, with a salary of 253s. a week, spending a fortnight's holi- 
day at Slopton-on-Sea, But I loved. 

Yes, I loved! And my passion lessened not when I learned that 
Amelia Triggs, the object of my admiration, was an heiress—three 
thousand a ‘bern’ in consols, and several goodly sized slices of land 
eligible for building purposes. But I shrank not from the prospect 
of sustaining the burden of cares wealth might entail. 

Everything 

ninted to a 

appy issue, 
when, in a fa- 
tal‘moment of 
unpardon- 
able weak- 
ness, | intro- 
duced her to 
Boodle. 

Boodle is— 
or was, curse 
him! —em- 
ployed in the 
same depart- 
ment as my- 
pa a rd the 
g rapery 
establ ap h- 
ment of 
Messrs. Cor- 
set, Staylace 
and Fringe. 
Physically,he 
was caf? anti- 
thesis. He was 
one of those 
hulking, 
overfed look- 
ing brutes, 
about six feet 
high, and 
built in 
clumsy proportion. He has a moustache, the delight—as the vulgar 
beast himself asserts—of every barmaid within a two miles radius of 
Oxford Street. The snob likewise boasts of his prowess in the cricket 
field, and can box, run, swimand row! But why continue his vices? 

Yes, I introduced her to Boodle. From that instant my peace of 
mind fled. He dogged our footsteps with the tireless persistency 
of a red Indian on the warpath; and she never snubbed him or 
hinted that his companionship was objectionable. Sometimes she 
even smiled at his coarse pleasantries, But I restrained my wrath. 

At last the crisis come. It was the last morning but one of our 
stay. “Boodle,” I said, firmly, “this must have an end.” 

“Tt must,” he replied, brutally. “Why don't you make yourself 
scarce? You can see she prefers me.” 

T ignored the contemptuous insinuation, and calmly resumed, 
“As the Columbus of this Angelic America, I am entitled to the 
first chance. Give me half an hour in which to propose to her.” 

“Rot!” he retorted, coolly, taking a halfpenny from his pocket. 
“We must each have 
an equal chance. I 
will spin this coin; a" 
head entitles you to 


Filled my hat, 


‘Introducing Boodle, 


the preference; a 
tail gives me the op- 
rtunity.” 
PoAloft spun the 
coin. Perdition! A 
tail! 
With a sardonic 


grin he disappeared. 
For full half an hour 
I remained gazing at 
the fatal coin, which 
remained upon the 
table. Then, mechan- 
wally, I stretched 
forth my hand. Hor- 
ror! ike a thun- 
derbolt, the full 
measure of the mis- 
creant’s treachery 
burst upon me. It 
was & spurious coin 
—had no head what- 
ever — there was a 
tail cach side! 

I rushed frantic- 
ally forth, and al- 
most ran into their 
arms. She had ac- 
cepted him. 

“Villain!” I gasped. But a look in his eye, coupled with the 
size of his fist, froze my utterance. Then I turned and fled. 

I have just heard of their marriage. Ah! ah! Tremble, Boodle! 
I will yet be revenged. 


Ma, Ada, would you like another Pa ? 
Ada, Goodness gracious me, Ma! Why ? 
Ma, Ob, because there's that young man 

again who is always following us about. I feel 
sure he intends speaking to-day, for look how 
he's staring. 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


No. 151.—MIss RosE HAMILTON. 


“ There lives no fairer maid than she.” —The Dook Snook. 
“Asa rose is queen among the tlowers, so is Rose a queen 
@mon.: her sex.” —Lord Bob. 

“ For Rose I live—for her I'd gladly die.” 
—The Hon, Billy. 


THE MARRIAGE QUESTION. 
Judge. Married, I presume ? 
Judge. What, single ? 
Judge. What then ? 


TP am - —— 


Fair Witness. No! 
Fair Witness. No! 


Fair Witness. Engaged ! jump over you! 


q ). One morning A. SLOPER found himself in Tokio, for the purpose of inter- 
viewing Sir Edwin Arnold. A gentleman of the District Board was watering the 
roads, and The Eminent accidentally came in for some of it. The gentleman was over- 
whelmed with regret and craved of The Great Boko, as he named A. SLOPER, his 
honourable pardon. Had the incident occurred in Battersea, A. SLOPER might have 
threatened to lock him up, or challenge him to mortal combat ; but The Moss Grown 
had not read Sir Edwin's letters in the D.7. for nothing, so he smiled sweetly and 
offered him an honourable ‘drink.—(2). When A. SLOPER arrived at Sir Eawin 
Arnold's, he was requested by a prety’ little Japanese damsel to‘take off his honour- 
able boots; it was excessively annoying, as Mrs. S. had not seen to his socks before 


A PROCLAMATION. 


Rey Brown, 


WHAT DID HE MEANP 
Elderly Swell, No, Mr. Whipples, he’s a buck-jumper, I b'lieve, 
and I won't have him! 


Dealer (sarcastically). Oh! don't you be afraid, sir—he won't 


(Saturday, October 11, 1890, 


“Never get married, dean=t. nen 
are so awfully jealous, I had five of 
my male cousins visit me the other day, 
and my husband actually objected to 
them kissing me. Horrid man!” 

—Extract from letter of young lady. 


starting. The damsel also invested him ina dimono, and nattily bound an oft about 
his chest.—(3). Sir Edwin was quite Japanned. It is needless to say The Eminent 
was joyfully welcomed by his brother of the pen. The next day, having breakfasted 
on live carp and stewed lily bulbs, said A. SLOPER, “ Well, Ted, where do we propose 
going this morning?” “Oh! to Great Hell!” “Sir Edwin!” And then it was ex- 
plained that that was the name of the show sulphur spring, and that they would have 
a hot bath when there——(4). A. SLOPER was carrie’ by two tattooed noblemen on 
an honourable bamboo arrangement.——(5). “ Now then, ALLY, what are you doing 
there ? Come along, my boy, it’s beautifully warm !” cried Sir Edwin, but A. SLUrEK 
was too much absorbed in admiration of the lovely prospect to hear. 


(1). On the highest hill top, the Laird read, “ Whereas, D. McNab, so called Eider, did, etc, ete. 


(2). When an unknown hand, “ biffed " him 
_ 7 ow, henceforth and for ever, denounce him as an outlaw and scoondril, and —" 


(3). And the Elder sailed in, saying, “ Proclaim away, ye mustard faced toads, an! 
with a “ Swede,” i 


ll pare some o’ yer corns,” 
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rHE Suorepiren 
£¢c SMASHER 
“ LOOK *ERE y!F VER 00 THAT ACAIV 
1 SWALL CHUCK IT AND CLAIM 
THE STAKES. 
W'v VER'VE BIN AN'CONE AN 


1T me ti” 


Tne CAMBERWweELL 
CHICKEN-BREAST 
“WELL ,IT WERE A HACCIDENT 


| Couro'm ‘erp iy — 
yy, NER SMOULONTACOME Breakfas 
tA So WEAR" 


TRE -Skevi iB. 3 


N 
Sey 


G's > my. daua Rb. 
oy © 


“a 
“Sold- RTair- ts 


Blood-staured-Bill-eelipge-al- 


“Ver. margber's . Jest. bort -em-ane 
teres > Sevinge Skillirzs+ toe hay o 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


dear friends? Have you used SLOPER'S soap? If not, try acake at once. Itis , servant basely lie :—The modern pugilists, ‘tis clear, Of punishment have greatest fear :—The pair 
of sheriffs here are shown Partaking of a meal alone :— What's that you say ? Your daughter, ch? 
In that case she must with us stay :—The other day this girl was caught Assaulting women iust for 
sport.— Pugilistic encounters have been rather frequent lately, so my centre illustration I dedicate to 
certain so-called prize fighters. If thecap fits, let them wear it——THE SLOPERIAN SHOW MAN, 


’ 


How do you do, 


guaranteed to inake the skin the colour of a Christmas pudding within three days. But stay—I'm 
not in the habit of booming anyone's goods in my show, not even The Old Man's. So on to business,— 
Oh, give me coin my bills to pay, Quoth this old girl the other day :—The pair conspired, ‘tis rery 
plain, And poor Pa 


tat finds he’s sold again :—These gay young tarts a new trick try, And to the 
VERY WELL EXPRESSED. 


Mistress, This champagne is not good, 
Servant, What can madame expect from the pub? 


Mrs. Brooke, By-the-by, Mr. Charley, Mr. Binks is paying his 
“dresses to my danghter Emily. 
: ae Melee IC rival), Oh, indeed! Pity he dov't pay his tailor's 
all instead, 


waist last night and press you. 1t was his first sin—almost ; and this is the fearful dreaus 
Grace, Well, dear, he's # journalist, you know, and, of course, behevesin the * freedom of the press,” the poor little boy had that mht. 


| Gertrude, I think Mr. Spooteeboy 1s getting very famihar, Grace. I saw him put his arm round your Jubilee annexed Uncle Botti's penkutic the otner dav, 


“ITS NEVER TOO LATE TO PAWN!” 

Some of the subscribers to this wretched publication, who reside 
outside the 12 Mile Radius froin & The Sloperies,” may not have 
heard that The Mildewed and 
Moth Eaten Fabrice has hoisted 
the sign of the “Three Brass 
Balls.” At the first blush of 
the thing, this act of A, SLo- 

ER's may be a bit misleading. 
Ladies and gentlemen who, 
through force of circumstances, 
are compelled to visit Uncle 
periodically, will probably think 
they have discovered a new 
field for their operations, Such, 
however, is not the case. At 
present, The Eminent has no 
intention of embarking in any 
fresh enterprise. He has merely 
erected the sign as a Memorial 
to the Noble Army of Pawnees, 
of whom A, SLOPER is one, and 
as sort of beacon light to all 
these who feel they are on their 
beam cuds. They say, while 
there is life there is hope—in 
like manner, as long as there 
is a Pop-shop open, you can get 
another drink, A. SLOPER raises 
his hat to the gentleman who 
first made use of the words, 
“Neversay Die! and, as acom- 
pinion obversation, his advice 
is, “Pawn! Pawn!! Pawn!!! 
even if you have to stay in bed 
all the next day, because you've got no other ‘ bags!” 


EXCELLENT business is being done with Nerves at the Comed 
Theatre, the grotesque situations introduced into the piece afford- 
ing great amusement to crowded audiences, Clients are also very 
humerous at Toole’s Theatre, and The Solicitor, who is at_ present 
residing at this house, cannot complain of bad business, It is not 
often members of the legal profession reach such a height of 
popularity. *\* 


THE first autumn fashion number of the new ladies’ paper, The 
Gentlewoman, was issued on September 25th last. [t was a double 
number, with thirteen excellent full page fashion plates and an art 
supplement, but it was published at the usual prive of sixpence. 

* * 


s 

DONKEYS are strange animals, both the two footed and four 
footed species. A well known lady artist borrowed a couple of the 
latter class to act as models, 
course she only wanted them fora 
few hours, and speedily returned 
them to their owner. But were the 
donkeys satisfied with this abrupt 
dismissal! Not they ! Some weeks 
alter, the dulcet tones of the Jeru- 
salem Nightingale was heard outside 
the lady artist’s dwelling. Upon 
opening the door, it was found that 
the two donkeys had_ returned, 
bringing with then a@ companion, 
It seems that, during their sojourn 
in the house, they had, by the lady's 
orders, been well fed and cared for— 
a fact which they. had not forgotien. 


WE deeply deplore having to 
give extracts again this week from 
the Chronicle of Crime, kept by 
one Alexandry Sloper, but duty 
compels us :— Tuesday, September 
23rd.—That Fossilised Father o' 
mine honoured the nuptial proceed- 
ings of Mr. Alf Mayvon at Lorrimore 
Church, Walworth, by his presence. 
The usual Sloperian custom of kiss- 
ing the bride and the bridesmaids 
gave greit annoyance to the bride- 
groom. Thursday, September 25th.— 
That Mildewed Microbe, my _he- 
parent, and a lot of his pals, pretty ' 
well coopered up the “Three Compasses” Regatta at Bermondsey, and 
it is rumoured in sporting circles that The Old Man will be warned 
off all regattas for the term of his unnatural life. Saturday, Sep- 
tember 27th.—That “ Unsweetened ” Sinner, known as The Editice, 
who, I regret to say, is my parent on the male side, disgraced the 
Family Escutcheon at the “ Mason's Hall Tavern,” Coleman Street, 
ataconcert given by the employees of the General Post Oftice. It's 
a lamentable thing to think that a man with a head piece like m 
father’s got should have steadily gone from bad to worse, ain't it 

7? 


* 

A. SLOPER, having returned to town, wishes to inform the 
nobility and gentry that presents of game may be addressed either 
to Shoe Lane or Mildew Court, Carriage should be paid in all 
instances, and no hampers can be [returned, even when stamps are 
inclosed for that purpose, * 

* 


IN spite of adverse criticism on the part of the London press. 
The Struggle for Life, by Robert Buchanan and Fred Horner, 
seems to 
have found 
favourwith 
the public 

generally. 

In certain 
, parts the 
‘play un- 


“,* | “doubtedly 
“d a lacks inter- 
f {hajpest, an d 


\ }'f some of the 
\{) incidents 
“i which are 
i}{ intended to 
be thrilling 
~ ‘lare little 
-s else than 
Indicrous ; 
but this is 
Ii} amply 
made up for 
ly by some 
ih really 
yf splendid 
acting oon 
the part of 
George 
Alexander 
and Genevieve Ward. The formers taul Astier is a magnificent 
impersonation, and the actor in this part surpasses every previous 
effort. As for Miss Ward, her rendering of the part of the elderly 
wife is extremely touching, and the sympathies of the audience are 
fully aroused at the sorrows of the unfortunate wife. Of the rest 
of the caste, Kate Phillips, Frederick Kerr and A, Chevalier are, 
perhaps, the most noteworthy. 


of these distressing incidents, with perfect composure. 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. | Poor old Johnny Toole seems to have copped the needle over 


the report that he was about marrying Mrs, Ward, a prepussesing 
young lady member of his company. Mrs, - 

Ward, we think, at one period of her exist- 3 ag 

ence, was a bright shining star in burlesque, - 

but has been for the last two or three years 
one of Toole's leading actresses. The fol- 
lowing is a letter written by Toole in 
Australia, on the subjeet, toa friend 
in England :—“ My Dear—, Just got 
your Jetter with that lying par about 
my marriage. What a thundering 
shame, Not an atom of truth in it; 
an awful lie. I have not 
the faintest notion of ever 
getting married again, Pray 
contradict it everywhere,” 

** 
* 


AT the present time, nov- 
elties are all the rage at the 
Westend. The management 
of the Royal Music Hall 
have secured the services 
of Sandow and Goliath, and 
these celebrities are the re- ; | 
cipients nightly of an ova- 
tion froma crowded house. 
At the London Pavilion, a 
new and startling illusion, 
entitled Métamorphose, by 
Victor André, is the chief 
attraction ; lovers of the mysterious should certainly not miss this 
wonderful performance. The Strand Theatre has been honoured 
by a visit from the Mohawk Minstrels, and merriment has reigned 
supreme within its portals, Walter Howard, Little Thomas, Johnny 
Danvers and Johnny Schofield are very funny, while Harry 
Hunter makes an excellent interlocutor. 

** 

EATON SOCON was the seene of a remarkable wedding the other 
day. During the service the bridegroom fainted no less than three 
times. This is attributed to extreme nervousness, but more pro- 
bably the unfortunate man realized too late the fate that was in 
store for him, and the contemplation was more than he could bear. 
The blushing bride, it appears, went through the ceremony ix ape 

erhups 
“she’s been there before.” es 
* 


WALTER TURNER is a pouee gentleman whose chief aim, 
evidently, is to make himself beloved of the feminine sex. In 

he has succeeded only too well. 
Three sweet young ladies, strangers 
to each other, of course, fell des- 
perately in love with him, and the 
gallant Walter was so charmed 
with this result that he determined 
to marry the adorable trio without 
delay. This he did, and the ladies 
were pleased. Not for long, 
though, for there is nothing more § 
difticult than to keep three wives ¥J 
going at the same time. Women 
seem especially endowed by nature 
for the work of detectives, and it 
was not long before one of the 
wives found out Walter's little 
secret and made it public. At the 
police court, the other day, the 
modern Bluebeard pleaded, as 
extenuating circumstances, that he 
supplied them with a sufticiency of 
money to keep them in comfort, 
and even honoured them all witha 
visit once or twice a week. But 
magistrates are proverbially hard 
hearted, and the one before whom 
our hero appeared proved no excep- 
tion to the rule, so the y Walter 
is now awaiting dismissal from one 
of those large buildings kindly 
provided by the Queen for the use of law breakers. 


* 

A FIRST class return ticket to Bognor and £10 have been _for- 
warded to F, J. MITCHELL, 66 Yerbury Road, Tufnell Park, Lon- 
don, N., for the best four line verse on Bognor, Have the sai vola- 
tile ready in case of accidents :— 

If you're willing call me to you, call me to you, SLOPER dear, 

For I would see fair Bognor at this pleasant time of year; 

Let me gaze upon thy beauty (!), let me with thy “spirits” dwell ; 

Send the ticket, O my SLOPER, and the ten-pound note as well. 
Phonographs, containing the above, can be had on application to 
Mr. Edison, We don’t keep them in stock at 99, 

*-* 


* 

THIS is the last of the Seaside Prizes until next year. Theautumn 
leaf is falling, and the F.0.M. must prepare for Christmas, The 
Old Man is already knee deep in the production of “ ALLY SLOPER'S 
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYs,” whisk, modestly speaking, will bang any 
publication of the kind ever produced, either in this world or any 
other—where they go in for comic literature. 

.* 
* 

A WELL known writer informs us in one of the monthly 
magazines that the cause of the almost extinction of the blonde 
among the fair sex istheliver. Ye gods! 
fancy the liver having the power to 
change the colour of a girl's hair! 
What fools we have been in the past! 
How terribly we have libelled our sweet 
sisterhood, in asserting that the change 
of colour in the hair was owing to the 
use of dye. Ladies, we humbly apologize 
if we have in the past offended you by 
such scandalous assertions, We were 
wrong—entirely wrong—as we should 
have soon found out if, instead of 
inquiring after your health, we had 
simply asked you, “ How's your liver?” 
We should like to hear the opinion of 
the ladies of the Empire or Alhambra’s 
corps de ballet ow this all important |. 
question, ‘ee “k 

* 


se came before the Mary-*; . 
e the other day. Two 4 _/ 
young men were charged with being on 
premises in’ Forchester Square for a 
felonious intention. Upon explanation, 
however, it appeared that they had been 
locked in the cupboard in which they 
were found by the cook at the house 
in question. That damsel then retired to 
her virtuous couch, with the intention, 
she admitted, of descending when the 
rest of the family were in bed, and enjoy- 
ing acosy little supper in the company of 
her two admirers. This little arrange- 
ment was upset, however, as, the voices of the two youths being 
heard, the house was searched, with the result that they were dis- 
covered locked in a cupboard among the cockroaches. The young 


AN amusing ca 
lebone magistr 


| meu were discharged from custody, and cookie from her place, 


~ 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 18TH, 1890, 
—~— = 


12th October, 1782.—To the will of William Shackell, £.., 
Governor of Plymouth, proved this day, is the following finale. « | 
desire that my body may be kept as long as it may not be Offensiy 
| also make this further uest to my dear wife, that, as she |, 
been troubled with one old fool, she will not think of marrying « 
eccond,” . 5 i 


‘dat ee 

13th October, 1736.—An epidemic terror of the end of t},,. 
world has several times spread over the nation, The most remari, 
able was that which seized Christendom about the middle of She 
teuth century, when the scene of the Last Judgment was eX pecte| 
to take place at Jerusalem, and a host of pilgrims there, smite, 
with terror, awaited the climax. On the above date, Whiston for : 
told that the earth would be destroyed, and crowds of people went 
os os the appointed day to the suburbs to see the destruction of 

sondon, 


eS 

14th October, 18177.—Once, when Curran, who died this day: 
was addressing a jury, the judge, who seemed anything but favour. 
able to his client, shook his head in disapproval of his argument: 
“T see, Grotiones,” said Curran, “1 see the motion of his Jordshi ps 

ead. Persons unacquainted with his lordship would be apt to 
think this implied a difference of opinion, but be assured, gentlo. 
men, this is not the case. When you know his lordship as well as 
I do, it will be unnecessary to tell you that, when he shakes his 
head, there is nothing in it.” 


gieanan atahoibradin es ee Se 

15th October, 1875.—The Haddingtonshire Courier, of this 
date, quotes thus from a Kirk Session record :—“ Sabbath, Sep 
tember 17th, 1654.—The Session consedering of ane ordinar abus» 
of the Sabbath by secret masking (brewing), knacking (thrashin:) 
of bier on Sabbath morning and bringing in of water, and after 
sermou spending the tyme in tattling and looking of heads and 
such lyk profanations, does therefor recomend to the elders to be 
exact in rary notice off and suppressing such abuses, and delating 
the incorrigible.” 


16th October, 1838.—The Philadelphia correspondent of a 
London journal of this date says that a = 4 and most difficult 
case has arisen in Boston for the decision of the gentlemen of the 
long robe, It seems that, owing toa real or imaginary insult offered 
by a gentleman to Mr, Chang, one of the Siamese twins, that in- 
dividual struck the offender, Chang was accordingly arrested {or 
assault and battery, but the law proves to be entirely inoperative in 
the matter, inasmuch as Mr. Eng, Chang's twin brother, refuses tu 
i canned in custody, threatening to sue for false imprisoument 
if he is. 


17th October, 1775.—Two men and eleven horses were this 
day killed by the lightning which proceeded froma volcanic stean. 
cloud of the Katlagia burning mountain in Iceland. 


18th October, 1666.—“ This night,” says Evelyn, “ was acted 
my Lord Broghill’s tragedy, call’d Mustapha, before their Majes- 
ties at Court, at which I was present, very seldom going to the 
publiq theaters for many reasons now, as they were abused to :in 
Atheistical liberty, undecent women now, and never till now, per- 
mitted to appear and act, who, inflaming severall young noblemen 
and gallants, became their misses, and to some their wives, witness 
the Earle of Oxford (etc., etc.), and another greater person than 
any of them (Charles II.), who fell into their snares, to the reproach 
of their noble families and the ruine of both body and souie.” 


WEIGHTY CHARMS. 
HER behaviour was rudish, : 
And her maquey® was most prudish, 
Her figure it was Jong and lank and lean ; 
Her voice was like a raven’s croak, 
Her eyes were odd—a sorry joke— 
And yet my wife this beauty would have been! 


For she had a hundred thousand, 
“A large estate, a house, and 
A lot of other peoeet? beside ; 
But she changed her mind. Oh, Arson! 
And married that young parson — ; 
Who should have made this pretty thing my bride. 
Se 


WHAT RESOLUTION! 

ALLY has been panning out pretty strong on the subject of 
determination and resolution. “I ain't a man,” says ALLY, “who 
1s easily turned to the right hand or the left. When I do make up 
my mind to a thing, | do make up my mind to it, and IT never turn 
from it.” ‘ Certainly,” said McGooseley, “that’s true enough. 
When you made up your mind to have two penn’orth, | never 
knew you to fail to get it yet, even ef ay had to cut up yen 
County Courters into fours to pass them for shiners.” They're too 
much down on The Old Man nowadays. 


TOO PERTINENT. 

Street Hawker, Got any old boots, mum? 

Mrs. Penhecker, Yea, : 4 oa 

S.H. Vil give yer this lovely pair of vases for ‘em, missis. 

Mrs. P. Well, as | happen to be wearing them, I can’t very well 
spare them until | get some new ones,” 

S. 1. Wave you got any old trousers, mum ? : 

Mrs. P. Trousers! What do you mean, man?) 1 dent wear 
trousers. 

S. H. T mean an old pair of the master's. 

Mrs. P. Master's, indeed! I'll let you know, my good man. tl! 
I’ve got no master! And if you don’t clear off out of this, UII-— 

[Hawker disappears round the eurn “ 


———— 


THE WRONG SLIDE. ‘ 
HE was a magic lantern artist, and was in great request amon= 
Sunday schools, mutual improvement societies, mothers nner tinitt 
Temperance and various other associations. His masortmnen 
slides was immense ; he could give an entertainment onany ="0)«* 
under the sun. . / iit 
On the evening of which we write, he had to give two esi) 
tions—one before a ladies’ debating society, entitled, * Fashions 
of the Elizabethan Period,” and another before the local eketelins 
society, entitled, “ Through the Louvre Galleries. ‘ i 
All went well at the debating society until, in an evil Rae I. 
some of the slides got mixed with those of the “Louvre Gilets 
series, a Perec 
“This, ladies and gentlemen,” said the exhibitor, was ay i 
popular and fashionable costume for ladies during the latter] 
of the reign of good Queen Bess.” ate : 
And forthwith appeared upon the sheet a life size ree " 
of one of the most Me ienmced studies from the nude pelle an 
the world famous gallery ! [Then the band struck "5 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


E150 il) paid by Me Guu were Darzict et 
prictor of * ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Mtailway’ i 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his . King i 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the United ts TPALP 
PROVIDED a copy of the current dines of ea ue evades 
fat ec timed Aerie 
Houipay ” is found upon the Decease Cblished throng he th 


ana the 


Tuectiett 
ii 


“ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” és aren” 
United Kingdom every Thursday morning at 10 oclin fe weivs 
Insurance ae one week from that time, expiring at 

the following Thursday morning, 


Saturday, October 11, 1890.) 
HAIR-DYE-ETETICS. 


[The now fashionable ice of dyeing ladies’ hair black sometimes unfor- 
tunately results (says the Lady's Pictorial) in making it bottle-green. The 
following ditty is freely offered by SLOPER (the Friend of Woman) wo any such 


sufferers.) 


OH, dear! what can the 
matter be? 


hatter be, 
Now I've dyed locks 
once so fair! 

In accordance with 
fashion, | dyed my 
gold tresses— 

‘Twas said they'd turn 
raven, but vanished 
success is, 

For lo! 1 am plunged in 
the maddest of messes, 

I've spoilt all my gor- 
geous gold hair, 


Then oh, dear, that's what 
the matter is, 

I, who _ have listened to 
Fashion's fine _ flat- 
teries, 

Find my gold coiffure (my 
strongest of batteries) 

Now is but bottle-green 
hair! 


Yes, oh, dear, this dye theoretical 
Made me (who longed to be sweetly brunettical) 
Seal my sad fate with a seal most hermetical, 

Hence my complaining and care ! 
So don't yearn for black tresses to tie with red ribbons, 
Beware Fashion's falsehoods (ah me! they are glib ‘uns), 
For the Lady's Pictorial (run by A, Gibbons) 

Saith this dye makea bottle-green hair ! 


Then, oh, dear! that's what the matter is ! etc. 


TYPICAL TALK. 
“T awe a student of human t pes,” he said to the duck of a 
damsel, “and you are my “pearl,” and she up and says, says she, 
“You are my minion,” and he thought it bad forme. 


Each Week Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man gives Two Substantial Presents away every 
week te Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY "—one to 
a Lady, and one to a Gentleman, Cut out and fill in the Label 
printed below, expressing a wish what you are in want of, and post 


ites 
ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Lur.iape whether it isa Lady or Gentleman applying. 


“Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday,” October 14th, 1890. 


Name 


Address 


* “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
193rd WEEK. 


LIST FOR SEPTEMBER 27th. 
The following Applicants have been given 
“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 

1, KATE FE. MOORE, Bertrand Street, Loampit Vale, Lewisham, LONDON. 

A MUSICAL BOX. 
2. JAMES JESS, JuNR., 24 Ward Street, BELFAST. 
A SILVER WATCH CHAIN AND LOCKET. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 
— BE 


Advertisements will be inserted in this Bai Psy 
column free of charge, provided the 
Nader's Nameand Address are inclosed, 
uit for publication, but as a guarantee 
of quod faith, Tootsie undertakes to 
Jurward, unopened and post-free, all 
letters reecived in reply to the adver- 
tisrsments, Address— 


sy 
TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” % 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


you NG lady, tall, well educated, tho- 
roughly domesticated and kind disposition, 
Wishes to co nd with young gentleman, 
Mast be well educated, kind, and in a good posi- 
tion, A dark gentleman preferred. Address, in }} 
‘utilence, inelosing photo, which will be return- 
ol—“V ERONICA,” Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


REG NALD aged 23, rather tall, dark, 

and considered good looking, small income, but with very good prospects, 
4 vraluate of Cambridge, would like to correspond with a lady with a view to 
Matrimony, The lady must not be more than 22, and should be musical, and 
spre aur income, Address, with photo—“ REGINALD,” Tootsie’s Matri- 
noni eney, 


H ETTIE and ELLA, two thoroughly domesticated girls, both 

aged 21, the former certified nurse and musical, height, 5 ft. 1 in., prepos- 
“sing appearance, the latter 5 ft. 4 in., lively disposition, loving, affectionately 
foul of home; Hettio dark, Ella fair, wish to meet with two gentlemen, aged 
tspectively 28 and 26, with a view to matrimony. Must be educated and affec- 


EpirH (Aged 19), 


tionate ; money no object. Address—“ HETTIE” or “ELLA,” Tootsie’s Matri- | 


uonial Ageney, 


Kk RANK, a young gentleman, aged 24, in a good profession, 5 ft.) 
10 in, high, fair, and of good appearance, wishes to correspond with a youn; 


lady with « view to matrimony. She must he good looking, and pnssessed of 
‘wall private means, Please send photo and full particulars to—“ FRANK,” 
Tuctsic's Matrimonial Agency. 


J)CROTHY, who is 22 years of age, about the middle height, 
plump, curly hair, blue eyes, of a lovable disposition, and able to make 
“ome bright, would like to correspond with a young gentleman witha view to 
tcrimony, Please inclose photo, if possible.“ Address—* DoRoTHY,” Tootsie's 
Matrimonial Agency. 


(PERE is a youth of fancy free and no one to love him. Will 

} any young lady have compassion? He is just 25 summers, 6 ft. long, of 
“nonrable profession, and sincere. He wonld fain have his sweetheart lovely 

Tas tovable,  Wonld such an one reply in undonbting confidence to—* ROMEO,” 
votsie’s Matrimonial Agency. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 
WHARTON ROAD, September 20th, 189). 
DEAR SLOPER,—As you have given my late wife space in your 
columns to make certain statements respecting myself, | hope in 
fairness that you will allow me the opportunity of repl ying thereto. 
With regard to your Award of Merit” to Mr, Heary Slater: unlike 
my late wife—I offer you neither my opinion nor advice, as | con- 
sider same superfluous, As to the reason, however, why Mr. 
Henry Slater was engaged; it was not because of what he was not 
but because of what he is. And the result proved the wisdom of 
my selection, As tothe reason my late wife did not proceed with 
the case: that is best answered by her own counsel, who stated to 
Sir James Hannen that he “had perused his brief, and found that 
he could offer no evidence whatever against me,” notwithstanding 
the efforts of the co-respondent Moser, As to my late wife or the 
co-respondent having paid my costs, as ordered by the court, that 
is a deliberate falsehood. With reference to the last paragraph of 
her letter, my ways will, [ submit, compare favourably with hers in 
becoming the mistress of a married man. Faithfully yours, 
EDWARD WILLIAMSON, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 

No. 30.—HE Earns THREEPENCE, 
1. Speaketh ye Beaky One to ye Beak. 

By the fact, my gentle sir, 

That mankind is prone to err: 

By the fact that Adam’s fall 

ade poor sinners of us all: 

By the fact that everywhere 

Curst Apollyon sets his snare : 

By the fact that mostly clear 

Of his wicked wiles I steer : 

By the fact that scarce one night 

Ina hundred years I'm tight : 

By my manly candour in 

Owning to my present sin: 

Ry the Mercy which should ride 

Ever at Justitia’s side : 

By my soul's remorseful smart : 

By the kindness of your heart, 

1 implore you, hear my or 4 

Let my penance lenient be ! 


2. Speaketh ye Beak to ye Beaky One. 
By the good example which 
You should set to poor and rich: 
By the fact that of your deeds 
Every mortal creature reads : 
By the fact that you should bo 
At your age from vices free : 
By the florin which, you know, 
You were fined not = ago: 
By the slop whose teeth you smashed : 
By the slop whose nose you squashed : 
By the slop who felt your kicks, 
1 shall fine you twelve and six ! 


3. Speaheth ye Beaky One to ye Beak. 
By the fact that I possess 
Just that sum—no more, no less : 
By the grief that fills a bloke 

hen he finds he’s stony broke : 

By this trembling arm and thigh : 
By this throat so parched and dry : 
By this stomach’s wild desire 
For a glass of liquid tire: 
By the fact that soon I must 
Have a half of gin, or bust, 
I beseech you hear my plea; 
Make it—make it twelve and three ! 


——_>——_— 


THEN AND NOW. 


WHEN he saw her for the first time, she was faxing from the 
window of her slumber chamber. The dews of sleep were in her 
sapphire eyes ; the sun played on her golden tresses, and the tucker 
edge touched a skin as fair as mother-of-pearl. “Sweet love,” he 
cried, and knelt down to kiss the kerbstone, because he could not 
t any nearer. But when he saw her for the last time looking 
fom her chamber window sweet, he didn’t ery, “Sweet one, come 
down,” but he did kiss the kerbstone because he had only had 
about twenty-two of them, and she only drowned him with three- 
quarters of a ewer and half a broken soap dish. So does the world 
on and fancies change. He is not so strong in the missus line 
as is might be, since yesterday she wiped his proboscis with the 
doormat. Ae See 
’ 
THE “SLOPER SILVER MEDAL FOR VALOUR”’ 
has this day been presented to 
WILLIAM MILLS, 


Sor his courageous conduct in rescuing a boy from drowning 
in the Thames, 


THE following is a brief account of the occurrence :—Soon after 
four o'clock, on the afternoon of August 20th,a crowd was observed 
on the Thames Embankment, close by the Temple Stairs, Some 
small boys had been “larking” about, and one of them, named 
Maurice Kelly, aged six, had fallen in, The boy was unable to 
swim to much purpose, and had twice gone under, There were 
three or four men looking on at the time, but none of them showed 
any intention of attempting a rescue. Just at this momont 
W. Mills, who is a porter in the Inland Branch of the General Post 
Office, passed by. He saw the crowd, and saw also a pair of small 
hands above the water. He sprang down from the mail-cart, told 
the driver to report to his superior officer what he was about, and 

romptly jumped into the water, just in time to catch hold of the 
bo and bring him safe to shore. General Graham, who happened 
pis passing, saw the rescue effected, and was much struck with 
the man's pluck. “It was a very plucky thing,” said General 
Graham, “to jump in like that, with such heavy boots on, too,” 

“THE SLOPERIES,” October 11th, 1890. 


ALLY SLOPER’S POOR BOX. 


*.* Subscribers of not less than a Shilling will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, Soper, Esq., F.O.M. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WERK, £48 2s. 74d. 


ALLY SLOPER, Esq. (weekly donation), £1; T. R., 3d.; JAMES PENDLEBURY; 
1s; A. D., 1s; GEO, MAWLAM, Is.; C. C. WILTSHIRE, Id. ; Mrs. E. BOWER, Is. , 
Mrs. EMMONS, Is, 6d.; S, JACKSON, 25.; “ BRINEY,” Ls. 


Making a total receive! up to September 30th, 1890—£49 11s. 54d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


A Suit oF MALE—A young man’s wooing, 

WHEN is literary fame like a flat in Victoria Street ?—When it is 
attained by a “lift.” 

Why willa gentleman born in Hindustan, never grow rich ?— 
Because he ait alwaxe he Indy-gent. 

MARGATE MeEM.—Why would the bathing machine proprietors 
do well in the chandlery trade ?—Because they would get sixpence 
for every “dip.” 

THE Harwich fishermen hoped that the lifeboat would be called 
out when they heard of a wreck at Dovercourt. But, alas! it was 
only the Poor Old Wreck from Shoe Lane, 

A PAPER COLLAR—The situation held by a “ printer's devil.” 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
CAPTAIN GREGORY’S LEG. 


(A MENDACIOUS ROMANCE OP MERCENARY MATRIMONY.) 


a 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE captain was discouraged at the failure of his leg, but he was 
not dismayed, 


He felt that to be defeated in his purpose to wear 
an artificial limb 
when he desired to 
do xo was to forfeit 
all) reputation — for 
manly determination. 
That was not) to be 
borne. He was about 
to enter the holy 
bonds of matrimony, 
and he had heard 
that that estate re- 
quired all the manly 
determination — that 
could be summoned 
to one's support 
he could not manage 
such a comparatively 
simple thing as an 
artificial leg, how 
could he ever hope to 
be able to govern 
that most marvellous 
combination — of 
machinery called a 
woman?) It was not 
tobethoughtof. He 
must persevere till 
ultimate triumph 
rewarded him. He 
would invest in 
another leg. 

The rubber and the 
cork leg were now the 
only competitors left 
in the field, for he shuddered with horror to think of trying another 
eample of the spring action, self adapting article, He had enough 
of it to last a lifetime, for, in addition to the misery engendered by 
the public exhibition of his leg’s ability, the oftice-bearer of the 
church had called to remonstrate with him upon his unseemly 
disturbance of public worship on the occasion, 

After much cogitation, he decided to test the rubber leg, Com- 

red with cork it was more elastic, and it was claimed that it 

tted easier to one who had hitherto not ‘worn an artificial limb, 
Besides, it was impervious to damp, and was not calculated to be 
troubled with dry rot. It could also stand a considerable deal of 
wear and tear, If a dog desired to bite it, the dog might 
without much harm being done, It would probably exerc 
animal's jaws, without doing much injury to the leg; and eve 
the rats tackled it, they would fail to find much inducement to 


The captain was discouraged, 


continue the  amuse- 
ment. 
Once more the captain 


was measured and fitted 
with a first class article, 
a fairly liberal deduction 
being allowed by the 
maker of the limbs in 
consideration of the fact 
that the captain was now 
becoming 2 regular cus- 
tomer. When the leg 
came home, he felt that 
at last he had hit the 
proper article for his 
comfort. It had not 
the lightness of the com 

reased gas leg, nor had 
it the suppleness of the 
spring action, self adap- 
ting apparatus, but it 
had no dangerous ele- 
ments concealed in its 
interior, and no 
machinery to go wrong. 
There were noclicks and 
whirrs and wheezes to 
dread or conceal, and 
the captain at length 
felt that he had secured 
asupport which could 
be worn without it con- 
tinually and ostenta- 
tiously declaring that it 
was merely an artificial one. 

Once more the captain felt gay and joyous, Te was now well 
provided as regarded his understandings, and his love affairs were 
prospering. Mary had no longer opportunity of objecting to 
the captain because of his pin leg, and the een with which 
the captain attended in the evening to wheeze Out sighs effectually 
prevented Mary's meetings in the back yard with the longed for 
and still deeply loved Another. 

The course of true love had not run smooth, and the Another 
had even accused Mary of mercenary motives in her encouragement 
of the captain’s suit, There were tears, a tlare up, and the Another 
tlounced away ina huff which he would have given worlds to have 
avoided, The quarrel was the captain’s opportunity, though he 
knew it not. He pressed his suit, and one night he secured a 
wheezy kiss, and his joy was complete. 

She had consented ! she had named the day ! and active prepara- 


Called to remonstrate. 


He pressed his suit. 


tions were being made for the auspicious occasion. Whatever 
regret she felt in her heart she concealed to the outward eye, To 
all appearance she was a willing victim, Mary, probably, was not 
the only bride who has shown such duplicity. 

(10 be continued next week.) 


Siete rer ee . . — 
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HB “F.OS." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 172.—GeorGr CONQUEST, F.O.S. 


“TT gives us great pleasure to be enabled this week to place 
before our readers the well known features of that celebrated 
actor-manager, George Conquest. It is only with great difficulty 
we have obtained his permission to do so; for George, being a 
Modest man, was naturally shy of having his features fixed in 
such # prominent position, At an carly period of his existence, 
it seemed more than half likely that George would become a 
soldier, but he somehow got a little mixed in his intentions, and 
finally found himself enlisted in the ranks of the Salvation Army. 
This, as it may be supposed, was not exactly suitable to our hero's 
disposition, and although a captainship, together with a Halle- 
lujah lass for a wife, was offered him, the genial George was not 
to be had at any price, and speedily became a deserter from the 
ranks, George then thought of entering the theatrical profes- 
siun, and purchased the old Grecian Theatre in the City Road, 
where he flourished well for years, until one unlucky evening, 
while playing a game of ‘nap’ with General Booth, he staked his 
theatre agaiust the General's honour, and unfortunately lost, 
But still for all that our hero is famous in the theatrical world, 
and his name has become «a household word in London, Chietly 
because he is the Surrey caterer, our hero was made F.O.S. and 
the key far Award of Merit’ presented to him January 16th, 
186."— Debrett Improved. 


“Take your bally cod's head and shoulders off this ‘ere 
show, young man! My darters ain't capable of appreciating 
curiosities in the fish line.” 


ALIVE AND KICKING. 

“Say, Seamble, ain't it right down mean to tell a fellow that 
moke was sfujffed, and get him to light a fusee on its hind- 
quarters?" 


SEE THE POINT?P 


Ads 


thing. 
Trappedman. Well, Harry, my boy, what is it? 


Harry. Ob! I heard sister Ethel tell ma she intended to bring you to the point to-night, so mind where you 


sit, and look out for bent pins. Sh-h-h, here she comes! 


A CHAPTER OF ACCIDENTS. 


(1). “It ‘appened like this ‘ere. I were a-takin' a old gun, wot I found, over to the 
blacksmith for old iron, wen ‘oo should I meet but Bob Rabhitts and ‘is little dorg, 
and ‘e were on the old iron sellin’ job, too."——(2). “ Sez I, ‘ This ‘ere’sa curious coin- 
cidence.’ Sez'e,‘It are singler.’ So we took a short cut acrosst the preserves, and 
wot should we find but a poore little ‘are, cotched in a wire noose under the ‘edge. 
Sez I, ‘I shall take this ‘ere and giv un to the keeper.’”"——(3). “Sez Bob, ‘'Owever 
can that ‘ave come there?’ Sez I,‘ You may depend as some poachin’ rascal made 


Harry. Mr. Trappedman, I like you very much vecause you always give me pennies, so I will tell you some- 


THE DISAPPEARING VICTUALS. 

Forty days’ fasts may be all very well in th an 
Jack Stoutman does not believe in ‘em apr we 
“ Forty minutes’ entry euite sutictent for any a ree 
man, woman or child,” says Jack, “ 7 often thet 
papell omar alles es y' and very often thus 


— 


SEEING A FRIEND OFF. 
Bumpkins would insist on his friend Patchem coming 
out to see him off. The manner in which he really did 
off was a surprise both to himself and friend; and 
ormed a good topic of conversation for many weeks 
afterwards. 


LOM < 
t ee ee Dig 
ST 


that there snare!’ Then Bob were a-puzzlin’ over it with his gun up to his shonller 
(as ‘e allus stands wen ‘e's a-thinkin’ ‘ard), wen the gun went orf sudden like."——- 
(4). “And killed a pheasant wot ‘appened to be flyin’ past. That give me sucha turn 
that my gun went off an’ all, and killed another."——(5). “We took an’ epee em 
up for to restore ‘em to consciousness, wen up comes a great tearin’ red-‘eac Jed keeper, 
an’ took us into custody. And the bloomin’ beak ’e up an’ give us both ‘fourteen 
days ‘ard labour,’ and that for naught at all!” 


PARADOXICAL. 
\ Neg 


“T just tum'led in-to pond, an' I'm as wet asa otter. Can you direct me to a pub, 
‘cos I feel as dry as lime kiln?” 


peat 


“A LITTLE BIT TOO CRUEL. 
(Or, What a Modern Punster’s Wife Has to Put up With.) 


Nellie, Whatever are you doing, Jack? The horrid grimaces you ha’ 
been making for the last quarter of an hour would frighten an on 
pereae out of their wits! Is there anything serions the matter’ Itsy 
what is it ? tee 

Jack, Nothing much, Nellie—T've just thought of a joke. Ifa lad is tall, 

* isn't a ladder taller ? and if va means go, slope it, isn't Allez Sloper? 
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